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  THANKS TO:


To Hilary at 'the People's Friend'  magazine all those years ago, who showed me how to edit my stories.
To the then Writer's Choice editing team who corrected those commas.
To Alisa and Shelagh who read the stories and who enjoyed this one very much as they both had close relationships with grumpy old men!
Editor Fiona Brown: https://reedsy.com/fiona-brown
C.V.  University of Westminster then 20 odd years as a copyeditor and proofreader for HarperCollins, Watkins, Profile, Quercus and Penguin, Reedsy, among others.  Now a freelance editor and invaluable to me for her depth of knowledge and her understanding of historical fiction. 
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REVIEWS
'I loved this story.' ARC reader
2 ‘This is just what I want for the magazine.' comment from one of the editors who first published this story.  
3 ‘Great podcast stuff, a real cosy read.’ Comment from another editor who used it for the podcast.
4 Judge's comments:
An excellent slice of what is now sadly village history and not usually written about except in cosy mysteries. Well written, sympathetic characters and that extra emotional umph which held this reader from first word to the last.







  
                        OUT JOCKEYED 

Sometimes it takes a patient outsider to show us the way home
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In my role as a minister I've met plenty of old men like Gaffer, who grump and grouse, hate retirement, afraid of becoming no one without the identity of their work, and so found bits of work to do until they finally, reluctantly leave this life for, I hope and believe, that heavenly resting place where most of them deserve to be. 
Our Gaffer was a special case. He had been a nursery man and he, his father and grandfather, hard workers of the old fashioned kind, were famous for their vegetable seeds. Right up to his father's retirement they delivered their plants by horse and cart, no, not a pony and cart, no, their two great Clydesdale mares clopped round the community, knowing where to stop and who would give them a carrot. When they retired each of them kept themselves busy minding our chapel grounds, which they’d turned into a peaceful garden enjoyed by visitors and villagers alike. Gaffer was gardening out there now and this might be the best time to tackle him. I made him afternoon tea with his favourite scones to sweeten him up and brought it to him.
“Thank you kindly, Minister,” Gaffer said when I carried out the tea. He saw the plateful of warm, buttery, date scones and nodded, pleased. He couldn’t abide my speciality, what he called ‘them soggy American nuffins’ and knew I had made the scones for him. Poor Gaffer, he didn’t know what I planned to hit him with. I rested the tray on top of the chapel’s boundary wall and began gently enough.
“Didn’t that photograph of your grandson in the paper looked good? Aren’t you proud of him? Didn’t he do well?”
He looked at me as though I’d blasphemed in seventeen languages, or if I’d told him his grandson had changed his religion and joined some weird cult or sect. In Gaffer’s mind anyone not Chapel was an untouchable, and probably part of Satan’s army. He narrowed his eyes, wondering what I was up to, then he drove the spade into the soil with a whump, spraying up richly scented earth to spatter near my feet.     
“He should be ashamed of himself,” he said. His cheeks and nose acquired a purple tinge. “Don’t you encourage him, I forbade him and he knows what’ll happen.” He glared at me from under his bony brow, chin raised, nostrils pinched. He accepted a scone, froze me with a baleful eye, and clamped his teeth into the warm, buttery morsel with a bite like a bulldog’s. 
I know my mouth sagged open. The venom in his voice was dreadful to hear. Gaffer’s temper was renowned, but never, in all the years I’d been here, had I experienced more than a growl and a turned back. He didn’t shake or rant at me now, or stamp around. He stiffened, every limb rigid, and the lines on his face ploughed themselves, with furrows, into a pattern of deep disapproval.
What distressed me most was the look in his eyes. It was the impassioned glare of a man who had been crossed yet knew he had right on his side — the fanatic’s stare. It made me feel uneasy and unhappy. Phil was his only grandchild, seven years old, and all that was left of his flesh and blood. I’d have said Phil owned Gaffer’s heart. It was not right that Phil’s photograph in the paper should make Gaffer so angry.
“The dahlias are holding up well,” I said, hoping to ease round the painful subject and find a more accessible angle so that we could talk. “Perhaps we should have planted more asters, I do like their muted shades. Let’s plant more next year.” 
Gaffer ignored me and swallowed the rest of his scone. He gulped his tea and loured at me from under his eyebrows. I turned away to avoid his baleful stare and glanced around the chapel grounds. Our little chapel had always been famous for its gardens. There wasn’t much land round the sides of the building, barely three metres in places, but what there was, was a lovely sight, full of colour all through the year. The garden at the rear of the chapel was a generous size, a favourite village meeting place, a garden of peace and beauty. 
Gaffer’s grandfather had started the gardens. Gaffer’s father had increased the number of flowering annuals and when Gaffer took over he transformed the rear with a circular bed of roses, centred in the lawn, and draped the walls with scented clematis, purple wisteria and sweet smelling honeysuckle. Of course each man, I was told, had grumbled vociferously at his son’s alterations. The lawn Gaffer had altered had been his father’s delight. There had been Words Spoken and then not spoken for some considerable time.
I took the two steps necessary to reach the nearest garden bench and sat down, set the tray in my lap. If Gaffer wanted another scone he’d have to sit here too. It took him long enough to think about it, but in the end he perched on the far side and bolted three more scones in swift, fierce bites. 
I refilled both our cups and sighed heavily. It worked. Gaffer cocked his head in my direction, blackbird‑like. 
“You can’t,” I told him, shaking my head mournfully, “be ashamed that young Phil’s won the beginner's rider award at pony club. There was some stiff competition, he did well. So what has he done that deserves his grandfather’s anger?” 
“He lied.” The words rattled out like bullets.
“Oh dear.” Lying was top of the ‘thou shalt nots’ list in Gaffer’s catalogue of the commandments. “Why?”
But Gaffer didn’t hear. “And her, she lied as well. They both did. Said the pony belonged to the teacher’s kids.”
I thought swiftly and prayed hard. “Perhaps it did.”
“Huh!” 
“Gaffer, you can’t expect a boy living on a farm here not to ride. He’d have no friends and no social life. Every child rides in this village.” Well, most of the farm children did, and riding was in young Phil’s blood.
“That’s what she says.” She was spoken in capitals in a tone denoting something the cat had spat up on his clean kitchen floor, something smelling of the manure heap.
“Gaffer.” I was as firm as I could be with the old bigot. “Susie is your daughter‑in‑law and you mustn’t speak of her like that. She’s been very good to you and done a grand job raising Phil.”
“But she promised never to let him ride. No horses, she said.” His voice rose, a mix of anger and despair. “You’d think she never wants him near a horse after….” His voice faded away.
“I expect Phil has been working away at her. Wouldn’t you rather he rode across the bridle paths than biked along our narrow twisty roads?”
“No.” Gaffer was digging himself in. The fierce stare burned hard and bright.
I waited, silent, hands resting in my lap, eyes fixed sympathetically on his face. I tried, with every skill I possessed, to seem calm and relaxed, at ease, not on edge with him. He had to find his own way out of
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